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His hands were dusted silver, 

and he spoke in a voice of trust. 

I whispered to him, 

mirror-eyed 

and floating 

that the trees no longer stood 

where I remembered them 

and the river no longer remembered my name. 


ZO TRS OO aS 


He said 

the smaller rocks 

were the ones most easily moved, 
but were most easily seen 

in twilight. 


Lifting my hand 

from the silent water, 

I looked at him, 

and flung the pebbles wide - 

an arc to rival the very stars themselves. 


He said 
to throw away 
is to wish. 


This book is dedicated to Colin, for his love, and to all who made this book possible, and to those 
of us who still wish. LTD 


This book is dedicated to my family - Erica,, Jamie, and Sean and to Lynn for being herself. 


This book was originally published with one paragraph per page in a 8.5 X 14 inch layout in 32 
or 48 font size 


Once upon a time there was a little girl who wasn't born a boy. She did not know why 
She wasn't born a boy, because this seemed like what everyone wanted Her to be. So She tried to 
be a boy, but She was a girl. So She tried to be a girl, but She didn't know what a girl was. So 
She grew up and became an artist. 


She decided to be an artist because nobody listened to Her when She spoke the truth. But 
She found that when She took the truth and built around it so it looked like a lie, people looked at 
it lot , and paid her money for it. She got so good at this that it became much easier for Her to 
talk in pictures, so She 


She had a Special Friend when She was small, one who would do anything for Her, and 
gave Her everything She needed. She loved him more than anything, and gave him Her Secret 
Heart, the one that all the lies were built around, because he could see through them to the real 
Heart. 


Then one day he bit someone, and was killed by someone She trusted. She tried to 
discover what She had done wrong. 

She lived in a beautiful house by a river. One day there was a big storm and it swept Her 
away to a place She could not recognize. She found Her way back to Her house, but it was so 
wrecked by lightning it wasn't recognizable either. So She went to look for Her home. She never 
found it. 


She went back to the unrecognizable place, and worked on building Her lies so more 
people would buy them. She made lot of Her lies transparent so that She hoped someone would 
see through them. She knew that once someone saw the Secret Heart, they were Her Special 
Friend come back to Her. But no one saw it. 


Then one day She met a girl. At first, when She met her, the girl didnt look like anyone 
She'd want to know. But they started to get along, and they became friends. But She was still 
looking for Her Special Friend, and when the girl told Her that she loved Her, and the she was 
Her best friend, She thought the girl had seen her Secret Heart, and that this was Her friend. Her 
Special Friend. Then the girl left for awhile. 


She was upset, and went and found new friends. But She always thought the girl was Her 
Special Friend, so She never forgot her. Then She met another one whom She thought was her 
Special Friend, and She was confused. Then one day this friend was taken from her and killed. 


She tried to figure out what She had done wrong. And Her lies became alittle less transparent, 
as She decided She didn't want anyone to see Her Secret Heart but Her Special friend. Because it 
had started to hurt. 


She went to the Big City where the girl lived, and they became friends again. The girl 
gave Her lots of pretty things to wear, and She wore them, because She thought that if She did, 


Her friend would love Her and it would make Her more like Her friend. 


She was also very poor, and Her friend was rich. She thought Her friend was amazing, because 
she was always discovering new things. She thought the girl could find her Secret Heart. So She 
made Her lies transparent again. Then She met a boy. 


This boy thought he loved Her, and She fell in love with him, even though he couldn't see 
Her Secret Heart. They loved each other so much, She wanted to share this with the girl. 


The girl thought this was wonderful, but was jealous, because She was wearing his clothes 
instead of hers. Now the girl had discovered a crystal ball, and she showed it to Her. She 
discovered that She could make this crystal ball work, so She started to play with it. This also 
made the girl jealous, as She was better at making the ball work than the girl was. 


So one day the girl used the crystal ball to cast a spell over the boy to make him love her, 
and he ran away from Her thinking he loved Her friend. She was heartbroken, but decided the 
She loved them both so much She would forgive them if they came back. And they did, and 
everything was fine. 


She married the boy, and they moved away, but She was still in love with Her friend, and 
missed her very much. So when the girl met a different boy, She was angry. Her friend had 
always told Her that if She was a boy, the girl would have married Her. But the girl was lying. 


So one day, She went to the girl and She gave her Her Secret Heart. But the girl was not 
Her Special Friend, and could not see the Secret Heart, and she gave it back. The girl was 
laughing, but she pitied Her, because she had a boy who loved her now, so the girl didn't need 
Her anymore. 


She learned She was replaceable. But She had never figured out how to replace friends that 
way. So She cut out Her Secret Heart and She buned it under a tree in a black forest. 


The tree grew leaves, and had a nest in the top branches where a bird came and laid three 
eggs. But the eggs would never hatch because they were made of stone. She would never know 
this, because only Her Special Friend could show Her how to make stone grow, and She still 
hasn't found him yet. 

THE END 


IHE AGE OF 


DREAMS 


I would often drop my flowers at the sound of my brother's footsteps. And I, too, often 
thought that "I love you" meant an end to life. I must admit, I was a romantic child. I must have 
consumed every book of fairy tales in the local library by age thirteen. But, then again, during 
the mid-seventies, a backwater town in Northern Ontario probably isn't the most exciting place to 
be anyway. So, since no one seemed to be watching, I built myself a world. I grew the dragons 
myself from handfuls of grass and river pebbles, breathing into my hands as I held them and then 
leaving them on a log as I crept away. Dragons never grew when you spied on them. 

I stole as many bedsheets as I dared and spirited them out to the apple orchard for tents 
and gowns, and every day I figured "I'll need them. I'm probably not coming back,". 

In the summer I'd lie in the long grass, stretched gracefully over the stubble, whispering 
spells against wandering bugs and bad spirits. I was sure the prince was on his way, and just 
delayed with all those dragons I left bythe river. The waiting would last until my dog would run 
up and slobber on my face. My mother always looked at me curiously as I struggled with the 
burrs in my hair. 

One day, crazed with the thought that he was coming and would catch me unprepared, I 
tied myself to a tree, and struggled for about two hours before I realized that princes never came 
on Wednesdays, and I just barely untangled myself before dinner, hoping Arachne wouldn't be 
disgusted with my ineptitude. Always, always thinking, as I built my sand and shell shrines to 
the mermaids, looking for selkie skins under every large beach rock, running around the front 
lawn in my nightgown under the full moon saying "Yes, transform me, make me an elf!", 


thinking, always thinking "Remember me, remember the way that I went...". 


LIKE THE SOUND OF A 
BUTTERFLY FALLING 


It was a weekend of rain. If Ihad known about the weather, I probably would have brought 
something warmer, but I dressed for the reunion with a nakedness reflecting my hope. I was 
preparing fora night of dreams. Agonizingly, over my yearnings, I laced my skirt as tightly as I 
dared, hoping the years of frustration wouldn't show beneath the fabric. I disliked bulges of any 
kind, and I kept trying to smooth my temper to suit my clothes. After all, ten years can rearrange 
the landscape, and I was hoping to bury my roots once more. 

Soft, soft, spread below the rain. Diffuse beneath the leaves, let me soak into the ground. 
Mother, wash away the ache. I'm crying in the river. Look, my knees, the current will take them 
away. Oh mother, wash away the black, wash away my eyes. The water hurts so much, I cannot 


bear to look... 


Ten years ago, I decided that if I had a leather jacket, I could withstand absolutely anything. 

A thick leather skin was the answer, a cowl to cover what I had lost at birth, and felt lost without 
ever since. I would cover it in jewels and silver, a steel-studded dignity, a golden dagger beneath 
my pillow. It was ten years before I could save the money to buy one, and I remember it clearly. 
I decided upon the heavy-duty model, a little large, but roomy in the shoulders, zippered and 
epauletted, black as a licorice gumball. It was the epitome of protection, a portable bomb shelter, 
and I swore I would never take it off. It only took me half an hour to realize it was the heaviest 
thing I had ever worn. 

Look mother. There - out on the water - see them? Birds. White birds. They look like 
dandelions. Mother, why aren't I abird? I want to be a bird I want to float in the sky like a bird. 
Can I go swimming now? Can I swim in the lake I promise I won't go out too far please I 
promise I'll do anything but let me fly let me go swimming oh mother why aren't I a bird? 

I didn't have a chance to prepare myself, as we were running late, and I would have to hurry 
to make it to the dinner on time. So I replaced five minutes of deep thought with a large tumbler 
of red wine, hoping prayer would be a worthy substitute for nicotine. 

As we pulled up to the front doors I felt the first trickles of sweat running down in between my 
knees. I told myself it was the humidity, or eagerness to see an auditorium of people whose faces 
were blurry or memorially absent with time. I gathered my skirts and bravado around me and 
sashayed through the doors like I'd never left. As I stood on the tiles of the foyer, it suddenly 
occurred to me that maybe this was the wrong place, as I could have sworn I'd never been there 
before. For a twenty-dollar dinner, I left my heart outside the door and delivered myself to the 


mercy of strangers. 


Dad, when are you coming home? I mean really coming home. Yeah, I know it's just a little 
while. But dad, don't you realize - I graduated while you were gone. I grew up; I'm a big girl 
now. I wish you had been there dad. I wish you were proud of me dad I wish I wish I wish oh 
daddy when are you coming home? 

Of course, I probably should have known theyd be there. After all, I wasn't the only one who 
had gone to that school in 1982. But the lack of reaction puzzled me. Hadn't I been rather 
notorious in my short time on the stage? I had felt the role of pariah quite keenly back then, now 
my transparency made me wonder if they thought me a hallucination. But I was far past the age 
when standing on the table and shouting at them was a possibility. Instead, I took refuge in the 
Crayolas placed on every table and began drawing my confusion on the white paper tablecloth, 
covering my space within minutes and moving over to occupy the places where no one else sat. 
Since my husband and I were two at an empty table for eight, I figured I would draw for the 
other ghosts who sat like me, pale and weak before hundreds of staring eyes and buzzing, smiling 
faces. The ghosts sat and cried as the colour flowed across the table; they reached for the 
crayons, but could not hold them in their thin fingers, so I drew a cup for their tears at each place. 
I would have drawn one for my own, but I felt ashamed at caring, and I would have set fire to this 
table covered with my wax veneer of confidence, but the gesture would have been too huge to be 
understood. So I just drew, and drew, and waited for them to breathe the words of forgiveness I 
knew I would never hear. I'm sorry dad, I didn't mean to freak you out, but I had to, don't you 
see? I had to go. I mean it's not like you really care about what I do anyway. You're never here, 
so it'S obvious you don't give ashit. All you care about is your goddamn job and your goddamn 
car and nothing else ever matters to you. So why the hell should I stay here and sit in this house 
and watch my life disappear when there are people out there who are actually happy to see me? I 
have a life too you know, and I'm tired of spending it waiting for you. So go ahead and hit me - 
lock me up and throw away the key if you like. But one day I'll get out, and my dust will settle 
around your sorry ears before you even know I'm gone. 

I left as if I'd never ever been there, and in some ways, I felt as if I hadn't. The only proof 
they had was a tablecloth and a dirty plate, and anything can be faked these days, even a 
signature. Best to leave the ghosts their own; I could never have helped them anyway. But the 
way home was dark, the moon having hidden rather than watch me make a fool of myself. I felt 
blessed by her mercy and wished myself worthy of her eyes. But the pull that brought me back to 
this place was like the tide, and, fool that I was, I had never been able to resist the sight of light 


upon the water. Sometimes, I thought, it's better to leave a trail of blood than to sink without a 


sound beneath the waves. 

It's so quiet here. I wonder if theyll find me. If they don't find me I can't play anymore. 
Please find me. Please please please please please I want to play too. I can't hear them anymore, 
I wonder if they went away. The game can't be over yet, they haven't found me. Maybe if I just 
stand up a little bit and put my head over the fence maybe they'll see me or I'll see them. But 
then I'd be it and I can never find anybody if I'm it, so maybe I'll keep hiding and just hope they'll 
find me. It's really quiet though, but if I knock this can over they'll hear me and somebody will 
find me and then I can play too. I just want to play too. Please let me play please find me please 
find me please find please I just want to play too... 

So I left, and the rain poured down in a way my words never could, and I grabbed handfuls of 
thunder and threw it at the school I could never go back to, at the reunion I could never have. I 
wrapped my pain in the bandage of cynicism, and it hurt like hell. And the sound - the sound of 
my wails reverberated though my body, and it had no sound like any I had ever heard before. 
Like a tiny sigh of God, like a grey day, like a cloud passing over a winter sun. 


Like the sound of a butterfly falling. 


Building the Perfect 
Elephant 


I play solitaire. Ravenously. When I am depressed, or bored, or anxious I can sit in front 
of the computer and click that little mouse for six hours straight, red two on black three, ace up, 
king queen jack, bring the black seven down. I can play it for so long that when I go to sleep, or 
even when I'm having sex, I can still see that green screen with those little cards in my head - red 
on black, shuffle the deck, aces up, double click the two, three... Sometimes I amaze myself with 
a really high score. Deal again. 

If I were to set in front of you everything I believed in, everything I absorbed from my 
parents, from school, from the little black screen I try not to worship, from the people I have seen 
surrounding me, I think the look on your face would make me wonder if I really wasnt found in a 
basket on a doorstep, some absurd changeling or alien being or something. This itselfis 
something I often question, although my mother has some pretty sound stories made up 
surrounding my birth, none of them too pleasant. Apparently I was what was called a "blue" 
baby. When I first heard this, I thought, blue like the sky? Like the ocean? Now I know she 
meant blue as in dying, like the colour of the belly of a fish that flops on the ground, gasping and 
choking. The blood I'd inhented was trying to kill me, and although the transfusion supposedly 
took care of all that, I often think it still is. 

A few weeks ago I read a book. The ideas it presented to me made me realize that maybe 
I wasn't quite so far off with this changeling idea. It was about a nomadic tribe of women called 
the cairds who moved through time and left all these amazing myths built around themselves that 
formed the basis for our mythological history and religions. This tribe, the cairds, were at many 
points in history believed to look and act lot like gypsies. Case in point. I have always like 
flashy scarves and hoop earrings, and intense colours. I like violins. I often fall asleep at 
campfires. I am moving my studio yet again, for the umpteenth time, to a place I know I 
probably won't be able to afford the rent at, which means I will probably move again. Ilike 
horses. I eat weird food. And Ican recall many occasions when my mother threatened to sell 
me, an idea which I thought at the time would likely be a preferable solution. 

I have yet to discover why, when faced with a critical moment, my vocal cords refuse to 
work. There have been a remarkably large number of incidents where I have failed to speak 
when I needed to, instead falling back on a large, generally unintelligible vocabulary of facial 
grimaces and hand gestures. This seems to mostly occur when I am either absolutely enraged or 
intensely depressed. Or when I should be telling someone I love them. I can feel my throat 
closing up in the instant before I could say the one thing that could alter the pattern of my life so 


drastically that, were this not to happen, I would probably be rich, famous, well-loved, and 


emotionally-secure by now. Ican actually feel the unchosen path passing by me, I can almost see 
it in slow motion. And I watch myself drop the ball over and over again on the 10 o'clock news, 
every night. 

If my life were a movie, I think I would film it in black and white, kind of grainy, with 
lots of shots of roads in it. The script would have no words, only scenery. Miles and miles of 
scenery. With an occasional gesture. A symbolic gesture, one that the supporting cast 
surreptitiously glances at, but understood by only the main character. I would call it "The 
Unbelievable Beauty of the Symbolic Gesture". And I would make only one print of the film and 
leave it in a closet somewhere in a little farmhouse out in the middle of nowhere, and call it art. 

Seriously, I think it is time to say what I have avoided saying all my life. I will put down 
my white cane, and take off my dark glasses, there, on the floor, and I will step on them, grind 
them into the sand from whence they came. Reach with me, put out your hands and feel what is 
before you. Tell me what you sense, what you feel. It is not a tree, though it is round and rough 
and solid. This is not a snake, nor a firehose. No hill, or house, not rope. I am building the 


perfect elephant, and it is me. 


Living in the 
House of Night 


I really can honestly say I did not know what I was getting into. I just didn't feel like 
sitting there and listening to the others drink, and get drunk, so I asked him to join me in a coffee 
shop, anywhere, anywhere but there. I said, "Want to go for a coffee?". 

And five minutes later, we were gone. 

I guess it was the right place, for it didn't take me long to forget there were other people 
around. I found that I could just look and look at him, and never get bored. That's one thing I 
like, for all the things I've heard about him, he never bores me. Or rather, around him, I am never 
bored. It's a distinction, but it's one he would think was important. 

His face reminds me of someplace. I knew that when I first met him, but the place, it 
loomed behind his features like smoke. I could never seem to place the place behind his face. At 
least, not until we saw each other in the window. We sat at the table, facing the street, and 
looked into each other's reflections. I have often felt the need to be silent, but never that it was 
something understood. But in that moment, I knew, I just knew. And so Itold him. I said, 
"I have something I want to show you,". And we left our coffee and moved out into the night. 
The words that passed between us on the way there were so small, I don't really remember them, 
they were like small sounds in the wind, like the way the stairs creak at night, like the neighbours' 
voices in the apartment next door, through the wall. The hot dog stand was the last marker, a 
gate to a place I could only remember, that I hadn't seen until I looked behind his eyes. We 
reached the gravel that marked it, and I suddenly noticed I was ten years too young for this, and a 
thousand years too old. 

I walked to the back of the alley, his footsteps falling behind me, and I turned and leaned 
up against the wall there. Our shadows were flat against the brick, a little larger than ourselves, 
and I gathered my breath inside me before I closed my eyes and spoke. 

The words fell out of me like stones, small black stones, heavy, yet at the same time, so 
light I could toss them on the gravel four feet beyond me and not hear them land. I cannot say 
that I remember their shape, or the way they felt moving from my mouth to my palm to the 
ground. I don't remember their names, or the names I gave them, or the texture of their surfaces 
against my skin. All I can say was that they felt like mercy, and that when I had tossed them so 
easily from me, to lie among the other stones, my words were absolutely indistinguishable 
amongst their companions in the dark. 

When I could find no more stones, we stood and watched the building that stood across 
from us, waiting. I didn't know, couldn't feel what he was waiting for, but I thought that maybe if 


I waited long enough, I would see a sign, a movement beyond my vision that would tell me 


which way to go. Waiting, I felt, was something I could do, something I had done so well in the 
apartment that sat above our heads, against our backs, looking out at the building that sat before 
us. There I had waited and waited, in the silence that enveloped me even now, waiting for a sign 
that would tell me which way to go. Waiting for the place that I only now recognized behind his 
eyes. Waiting, as I only knew in the instant I realized that I was ten years too young for this, and 
a thousand years too old, for a silence that would not mean desolation. Waiting for him. 


The light went off on the second floor. And then I knew it was time to go home. 


Minutes 


Once upon a time I heard a story about a man who was afraid to fly. He had to go to an 
important meeting in a foreign city, a long way across the ocean. He worried and worried about 
getting on the plane, and when he kissed his wife goodbye at the airport, he was absolutely 
convinced it was the last time he would ever see her. Upon his arrival at the other end of the 
flight, he knelt down and kissed the ground, thankful for his safe transversal. When I heard this 
story, I was confused. I could not figure out why he had not just spread his wings and leapt. 

There is a time, late at night, when it seems the world does not exist. I look out my 
window into the backyard and try to imagine all the things that could be happening beyond the 
glass. It is rare that I can see anything but my own reflection. Rarer still that I can imagine that 
there are people talking, kissing, counting the day's receipts, walking, scratching, waiting for a 
bus. It is then, in my room, that I hold my hands up against the light and look to see if I am as 
insubstantial as those people I try to imagine. I have never yet seen through my skin. Sometimes I 
wonder if I ever will. 

Quite often, on bright afternoons, I stand on the sidewalk of a busy street and look up. It 
surprises me that there is a sky. The shocking blue looks wrong, like it would disappear if I 
waved my hand and willed it away like an illusion. Taken in perspective, I guess it could if I 
believed that I were more than just this body wearing these shoes. When my neck starts to hurt 
from the awkward angle, and I look down again, I feel like I'm in Hollywood, no matter where I 
stand. But I have never found the cameras, only the lights. 

Lying beside you, I can feel the blankets rise and fall with your breathing. Your lips 
flutter occasionally with an indrawn breath, then relax with the release of unwanted vapours. 
Each breath holds me, waiting in suspense for the next. Your eyes move beneath your lids, and 
like a cat dreaming, you twitch your arm against me as if trying to grasp something you cannot 
hold on to. Once, although you didn't answer me, I asked you, whispering to your quiet face in 
the dark, what it was that you lost. You exhaled again, and for once, I understood. And then, that 
too was gone. 

I wish I knew why Ilet her go the way I did. The words were just beginning to form, but I 
lost my nerve at the last moment, and the click was the last thing I heard for a long time. In that 
space, I felt something open up and burst inside me, burst the way the words should have come, 
and I could not even whisper to the dead phone what it was I meantto say. I could only hold 
myself and hope that this terrible feeling would go away in time. If I could give myself enough 
time. But there is never enough time, never enough to forget what it was I'd done to erase the 


longing that seemed to be the culmination of everything I'd ever done. Just the moment of the 


click, and the buzz of the dead line ringing over and over in my ear. 

Yes, yes, I think this feels good. I think I can do this. Wait, just a sec, if you turn it this 
way it may feel better. There, that's good, put it in just like that. Ok, I'll relax now, and you undo 
the elastic. Yes, I can feel the blood rushing to my head. The feeling is back. Yes, I can feel it 
going in. Slide it in now. Should I relax? Will it hurt? You said it would feel good, but now my 
head feels a little funny. Yes, yes, I think it feels good. Kind of like flying. Put the needle away, 
but don't lose it. Imay need it again if it doesn't work. Yes. 

Sometimes the panic just gets to me, you know. I can sit across a café table from him and I'm 
okay for a little while, but then that weird feeling like I just want to get up and stand on the table 
and scream moves up within me, and then I have to leave. I have to make some excuse for my 
lack of social grace, and once the door closes behind me, I am dangerous. It's inside that minute 
when I wonder where I am. Even after I go home to my husband and fuck him with my eyes 
closed, I can still feel that screaming feeling, and I get up and go to the bathroom with the smell 
of the last half hour clinging to me like a really sticky varnish. And I see his eyes floating before 
me, asking. 

One night, very late, I read a book and in its pages I found that the human heart has an 
infinite capacity for pain. I closed it, letting it fall in my lap, and felt the presence of the night 
around me like a living, breathing thing. Breathing with me, breathing in the space and sighing 
out again. Minutes, passing with each breath of the night, each minute breathing in time. 
Between breaths, I reach for my own book, and in it I wrote. I wrote the colour of the minutes, 
the breath of the night. I wrote the purpose of my soul, and I saw it reflected back to me on the 
page. The page said: 


I seek the oblivion of innocence. 
I light my matches, and one by one, 
throw them into the dark water 


flowing at my feet. 


All else is silence, and noise. 


All else is minutes, passing, breathing in the night. 
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